82                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
gone out of him He said it quietly, in a low voice, his eyes glued to the floor of the cellar.
I could not have expected any other news after Don Quixote's half-words. Yet it hit me hard. It was not like Lucia to die
"Are you sure, Andrew?"
"Sure Cadet Cebula told me. He was coming home to say good-bye to his mother Lucia was going to her unit On the Three Crosses Square they walked into the path of German fire. Cebula came here wounded Lucia got a buflet in her head. Instant death, Cebula is dead now, too."
"She was all alone/* I said. "She did not leave anyone behind, at least/'
"You are wrong/* Andrew said wearily. "She did leave someone who loved her very much, whom her death hurt terribly.** I was startled to learn that Don Quixote had been in love with Lucia, for I alone knew Lucia's secret, the miserable secret of her flight from love She had once loved a German Scholar watched me keenly.
"What is it that you know about Lucia that we don't know?" he pressed. Death had now broken the seal of secrecy on the story of Lucia, dating back to February, 1942, when she and I had earned orders to our forest units m the Holy Cross Mountains, in Central Poland.
It was a cold evening, I recalled, and the journey was long. We thumbed a ride from a German military truck going our way, after promising the fat driver a large sum of money and a bottle of vodka. Vodka was especially coveted by the Germans We told him we were going to the country for some butter and food He had to hide us in the huge cases on his truck whenever we approached German patrols on the highway. The driver was apparently very scared over his contraband, but needed money.